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Who trow'd in him boldly for booting of bales.

And had look'd that the king's bairn should ever
be thriving,                                                      910

His father's own lordship should take, hold the
folk,

The hoard and the ward-burg, and realm of the
heroes,

The own land of the Scyldings.    To all men was
Beowulf,

The Hygelac's kinsman to the kindred of men-
folk,

More fair unto friends; but on Heremod crime

fell.

So  whiles   the  men  flyting the  fallow street
there

With their mares were they meting.    There then
was the morn-light

Thrust forth and hasten'd; went many a warrior

All hardy of heart to the high hall aloft

The rare wonder to  see;   and  the  King's   self
withal                                                               920

From the bride-bower wended, the warder of ring-
hoards,

All glorious he trod and a mickle troop had he,

He for choice ways beknown;   and his Queen
therewithal

Meted the mead-path with a meyny of maidens.